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Lazy, Hazy, Rainy Days 


Los Angeles summers were brutal with the incessant sun pounding down on unrelenting concrete. Cars 
screamed by and a constant, gritty smog hung over the miles of buildings. Somewhere, beyond the smog, was 


the blueness of the sky. 


Not that David had seen it for a while. He couldn't remember the last time that he'd seen anything other than 
a grey film overhead. Maybe when he went to the beach but that had been several months previously. 


He'd decided to get out of the apartment to try and escape the crippling heat. The air conditioning had long 
since broken and, despite his complaints, the landlord had made no move to repair it. David couldn't wait to get 
out. On paper, the apartment had looked great, central Hollywood, right next to where he'd wanted to be, park 
and shops close by, nightlife even closer. The building looked great from the outside. But inside.. Cockroaches, 
mould that he couldn't get rid of, cracks in the walls, and loud, drunken neighbours were all constant problems. 
The building felt as though it would crumble at any minute and after being threatened in the hallways with 


physical violence on a number of occasions, David was ready to move on. 


It was finding the money to make that move that was the problem. He didn't want to call his parents and ask 


for help. They'd already been gracious enough to allow him to travel across the country and follow his dreams 


rather than take on the family business. Not that his dreams seemed to be materialising, despite his best 
efforts. He wanted to be a musician. Wanted to play in bands. But everyone he came into contact with wanted a 


number of things be that drugs, drink, or sex. None of them were particularly interested being creative. They 


just craved the fame and all that came with it. 


Instead, he spent his evenings practising bass and his days working at Guitar Center down on Sunset. He'd 


pawned his shitty pick-up truck for booze money, leaving his whole life centred on wherever he could walk. 


Which, in that moment, was a park down on De Longpre Avenue. There were trees and trees meant shade. And 


he'd be less likely to be busted for drinking thanks to it being away from Hollywood's main tourist traps. 
"Hey. Thanks for giving me a call." 


David smiled as he approached the corner of De Longpre Avenue and North June Street. The entrance of the 
park was swathed in the welcoming shade of trees. And leaning against the railings was an equally shadowy 
figure. Dark hair, cut into messy strands, hid their eyes and cigarette smoke curled from their lips. A bottle 
of cheap vodka hidden in a thin plastic bag was slung from their elbow. 


Slipping into the shadows, David looked into the other man's dark eyes and felt his heart skip. "Hey." 


They'd met a year earlier at one of the many flop house parties that happened around Hollywood and spent 
several hours curled on the bare floorboards, talking and drinking until the sun had risen and they'd passed out. 
David had felt a strange attraction to Izzy, one that had drawn him in, and he'd found himself seeking out the 
other man's company. And, in a twist that David had never seen coming, Izzy had felt the same. Their 
relationship was conducted in the slivers of time that existed in their low-paid schedules. While David worked 
during the day, Izzy took the night time shift dealing drugs to Hollywood's high rollers and low lifes. Hooking up 
was a mission in itself and usually involved dropping a quarter into a phone booth or knocking on the door of 
whichever crack house Izzy had made himself comfortable in. Thankfully Izzy had recently invested in a beeper, 


meaning that his customers, and David, could get in touch easier. 


Slipping into the park, they found the shadiest corner and settled down against the trunk of an ageing tree. The 
tree had been there longer than they had and would still be there once they were just a distant, dusty 
footprint in LA's history. A thick canopy of leaves stretched overhead, blocking out all but the tiniest sliver of 
grey sunlight. The thick heat wrapped around him and David could still feel is skin prickling beneath the black 
Iron Maiden shirt that was wrapped around his slender frame. He'd yanked his long blonde hair back into a 
ponytail to try and stop the sweat from dripping down his back 


David could feel Izzy getting comfortable beside him. For a while they sat in silence, savouring being out of 
their respective buildings and sitting on the park's sandy earth. David took deep, calming breaths as he shut 


out Hollywood's constant noise. 


His thoughts vanished as the bottle of vodka was thrust into his face. "You okay?" Izzy asked. 


Taking the bottle, David nodded. "Yeah. I'm fine. A little worn down. A little tired. That's all" 


He turned and found Izzy gently smiling at him. To see the other man's face break from its stony expression 
was a joy and David found himself returning the gesture. He drank a slug of the clear liquid, wincing as it hit 
the back of his throat. Handing the bottle back, he shuffled a little closer to the dark-haired man. Small clouds 


of dust followed in his wake as his sneakers found purchase on the sun-baked ground. 


Resting his head on Izzy's shoulder, David closed his eyes and savoured the other man's calming presence. He 
could smell cigarette smoke, alcohol, cheap soap and whatever incense Izzy burned to chase away the cloying 
scent of drugs. Despite their disruptive lives, David found comfort and solace in the other man. Izzy felt safe, 


his quiet personality a welcome relief from those who wanted to only talk about themselves. 

Izzy's free arm shifted to drape around his shoulder. He took another drink and passed the bottle back to 
David. For a while, David let the glass nestle between his legs. He may have wanted to live the fast paced rock 
n roll lifestyle but, in that moment, all he wanted was the peaceful silence of an afternoon sat in the park. 
The air grew a little thicker and the temperature dropped a notch. Craning his neck, David peered from 
beneath the tree to see dark clouds starting to roll in A shiver ran along his spine and he settled himself 
closer to Izzy as daylight eased into stormy twilight. 

“There's rain on the way." 

The arm around his shoulders tightened. "Good. We need it" 

"Want to stay here and watch?" 


Beside him, Izzy shrugged. "Why not? Got nothing better to do until this evening. And even then the junkies will 
travel to find me. What about you?" 


A wisp of blonde hair laced itself across his face as he shook his head. "Day off tomorrow, thank goodness. 
And its nice to be away from the apartment. | can't be dealing with the weekend parties any more." 


| hear ya. Getting to you?" 

David sighed and nodded. "Yeah. Not that I've got a fear of missing out or anything. | just wanna sleep, you 
know? Working all day and practising all evening, for what it's fuckin’ worth, is really tiring. | just want some 
peace and quiet and this, here with you, is perfect" 

A kiss was pressed to his hair and David shifted so that he could give Izzy the gentlest of kisses. Oh, how he 
loved them. Loved feeling the other man pressed close to him. Loved the warmth and tenderness whenever 


they met. 


Thunder rumbled overhead and David felt himself hunker down against the tree. He draped an arm over Izzy's 


chest and held him close. The first streak of lightning lit the suddenly-darkened day and the smell of ozone 
filled the air. 


Oh, how he loved these moments. Always had done. Even back in Minnesota, David would spend rainy days 
sitting on the porch and watching the downpour. 


The first drops of rain pattered against the leaves above them. Goosebumps raced along David's arms and, 
even though the sticky, sweaty heat still hung in the air, he clung to Izzy as though seeking warmth. The 


other man reciprocated in kind, pulling him closer and weaving his fingers into David's hair. 


From beneath the tree, he watched as heavy drops of rain pounded into the dry earth. The familiar mossy 
smell of a rainy summer's day began to fill the air and David found himself drifting away with the soothing 
scents and sounds. The occasional droplet found its way through the leaves to fall into his hair and slide into 


his neck while thunder and lightning fought their battle in the heavy clouds. 


Neither of them moved, paused in time as they found a moment to relax and enjoy the weather and one 


another's company. 


Opening his eyes, David took in the sheet of water that fell and pounded against the once-dry soil. Above them, 
the rain hammered against the leaves, making them dance and jump and dispel their watery gifts on the heads 
of those who sheltered beneath them. David didn't care. Being close to nature, especially in the heart of a giant 
city, was a blessing that he wasn't going to take for granted. 


It was the same mindset that he used with Izzy. Izzy didn't have to be with him, just as he didn't have to be 
with Izzy. But in a city that could be cruel and unforgiving, having someone who loved you just for you was a 


rare and precious gift. 


Another stroke of thunder snapped across the sky and David tightened his arm around Izzy's chest. "Love 


you," he murmured. 


The dark-haired man gave him the warmest and gentlest of smiles. "Love you, too." 


